GEFRIN

dust

everytime i go and see him, he is looking his years,
he gives me his watch, bravely hiding his tears,
but i can see in his eyes the not knowing thats here,
the end of the road that we all have to fear..
and i know.. i will be waiting,
and i know.. i will be praying..

all the loners and teachers that all dissapear,
i'll regret when your gone i hardly noticed you here,
and your stories of war years that you paint so clear,
you can see how two loners can bond from different years..
and i know.. i will be waiting,
and i know.. i will be praying..

and i see you float on by...
and i watch you, close your eyes...

this old age is not gracefull but its all i can get,
every sunrise i see maybe my last sunset,
but the devils may turn, they may get me yet,
but when all around love you.. the devils you forget..
and i know.. i will be waiting,
and i know.. i will be praying..

and i see you float on by...
and i watch you, lay down and die...

one day all of this will be gone,
like a dust cloud blown back to the sun..
we have'nt got much time..
so we had better learn to love everyone..
because when tommorow comes..
we are just dust.... and long gone..
moving, floating by...
tears, well in my eye... 

the lonely figure who waits at the edge,
feels the wind in his hair, with his fists tightly clenched,
falls into the space.. that the living all dread..
but leaves a smile on his face.. peacefull in his bed,
and i know.. i will be waiting,
and i know.. i will be praying.. 

and i see you float on by...
and i watch you, close your eyes...
and i see you wave me goodbye.
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